REMINISCENCES
that? It makes no sense, just confusion—what have
trouser buttons to do with it all?
He must be going mad. Sonechka had been his friend,
his truest and dearest. For thirty years they had been
together, and never a single quarrel. ... How she had
looked after them when he or either of the children was
ill—she would sit up with them all night. ...
But his memory obstinately seized on the small things,
as though trying to collect them all together, letting
nothing slip.
Sometimes he recalled how he and Sonechka had gone
home after their wedding—in a simple drozhky, because
they could not afford a carriage. Sonechka had been
wearing a white dress with a high lace collar, and a
medallion hanging from her neck on a thin gold chain.
She had taken off her veil in church, after the wedding.
"It looks silly in the street," she said, "everybody would
stare." The initials of her maiden name had been
engraved on the medallion—S.K. He said that now it
ought to be S.B., but she replied: "I won't change it—
that belonged to my mother."
Sometimes he recalled their life in 1919. He was sent
to the country where a typhus epidemic was raging,
spent four months there and then caught the sickness
himself. When he recovered, he was sent home to recup-
erate. He brought Sonechka flour and butter—everybody
said he ought to do so—and felt proud of being so
practical. Things were very hard at home. They had a
small iron stove which they heated with old magazines,
there was no electricity, the drain from the kitchen sink
was blocked up so that all the dirty water and rubbish
had to be carried down from the fourth floor to the yard.
Sonechka carried it down herself, she would not let him
help her. One day this made him angry—was he a child
or an invalid? See how stout he'd become after his
typhus, he was strong as a bull! And he picked up the
bucket and walked off with it. It was dark on the stairs,
and somebody coining before him must have spilled
some slops which had frozen; his foot slipped, he fell and

